2O                     MEEK   HERITAGE

position for the twentieth time, Marke at last
struggles to her feet and lifts him out of the cradle,
gathering his bowed legs into her arms, and takes
him to the window, where a faint daylight still
hovers. Seeing people moving in the dusk beside
the well and cowhouse door the child grows
calmer. Then it falls to wailing again in a steady
low tone. A door bangs outside, indoors a cricket
creaks, the faithful household spirit of those days,
the age of the wooden torch. Marke is by now
bored with her own boredom. She gazes with a
complete absence of feeling at the tear-stained
twisted face in her arms; c Maija's son; father is
its father, too. . . .*

The men come into the living-room, Aapeli
and Kustaa the farm-boy. Mastomaki, the day-
labourer, can be seen passing through the gate
homeward. Maija's footsteps sound in the porch
and die away in the direction of the bakery.
The evening has begun.

After Aapeli has doffed his blouse and spread
out his gauntlets and wet rag foot-wrappings on
the fireplace to dry, he reaches down a bundle
of torches from the rafters, finds a match, strikes
it on the plastered fireplace and lights the torches.
The child ceases its low wailing and blinks its
eyelids. It is exhausted, but gives a scream the
moment Marke tries to set it down in the cradle.

Aapeli has brought out the makings of a sleigh.
Kustaa dozes on the bench, idle until expressly